AN ODOUR OF.SANCTITY
sealed, and we saw at once that, to gain the access
we sought, we must pass through the castle itself.
This we accordingly did.
The kitchen led us into a hall from which a short
flight of broad steps brought us up to the tall double
doors beneath which we had thrust our letter the
night before. The gallery being in darkness, we sought
for and found the switches to give us light, and though
I later came to know it as the palm of my hand, I shall
always remember the first time I saw that apartment
brilliantly lit. I have never seen luxury and state so
vie with one another to distinguish any room, and, as
I surveyed its proportions and the splendour of
carved oak and stone with which these were arrayed,
I could not but wonder what was its history and what,
could they have spoken, those walls might tell.
We hastened the length of the gallery, to enter an
open hall from which a grand stone stairway led to
the floor above. To our right stood the great front
door. This was neither bolted nor chained—a curious
omission which we made haste to repair. On either
side of the stairway, heavily curtained archways argued
an inner hall, and before us a squat, stone passage
offered to lead us the way that we wished to go.
After a dozen paces, the passage bent to the right, and
a little later we came to a tower of the gatehouse,
with a turret staircase running both up and down.
"•Down," said Palin. " The gear's out of sight, so
the windlass must be below."
Here he was right, for ten or twelve steps brought
us into the windlass room. Except that the ropes
had been replaced by steel cables, I do not believe that
the gear had ever been touched: yet no engineer
could have improved upon it, and a child could have

